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Che  Dead. 


"*he  sweeping  winds  of  Winter,  asolian  and  chill, 
T      Drive  myriads  of  the  yellow  leaves  that  rustle 
on  the  hill, 
To  heap  in  melancholy  drifts  in  Churchyards  drear 

and  lone, 
Where  dead  lie  deep  and  echo  mocks  the  mourner's 
monotone. 

The  dead  lie  deep,  and  there  asleep,  in  coffins  dank 

and  old, 
Are  hid  the  treasures  of  the  heart,   inanimate  and 

cold  ; 
Some  still  are  fair,  with  gleaming  hair,  and  some  of 

beauty  shorn, 
While  those  who  hid  them  live  to  curse  the  mockery 

of  Morn. 

The  form   I    clasped   with    passion's  thrill  is  lying 

buried  there, 
Its  eyes  last  answered  eyes  of  mine  with  strange, 

astonied  stare, 
Now  closed  with  oaken  plank  above  and  buried  six 

feet  deep, 
I  left  it  lying  desolate  in  strange,  forsaken  sleep. 
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4  THE     DEAD. 

The  lips  I  kissed  are  livid  now,  with  patch  of  purple 

dye, 
Its  only  fellowship  the  dead  who  round   it  coffined 

lie ; 
Its  golden  hair  is  tangled,  its  cheek  is  stiff  and  cold, 
I  breathe  the  air  of  Heaven,  it  stifles  in  the  mould. 

O  black  the  beauty  of  the  Spring,  O  sombre  falling 

Snow, 
O  dreary  wailing  of  the  wind  in  bleak  and  blasted 

bough, 
My  only  memory  a  face,  in  deathly  cerements  hid, 
And  the  rattle  of  the  falling  earth  upon  a  coffin  lid. 


I  Woo  the  Dead. 


I     woo  the  Dead,  and  in  the  grave, 
I  mark  her  slow  decay, 
Her  eyes  are^ustreless  and  pale, 
Like  stars  at  break  of  day. 

Her  voice  is  hollow  like  a  wind, 
,-<  That  wanders  among  trees, 
Her  words  intangible  and  void, 
Like  foam-bells  on  the  seas. 

Her  ears  are  dulled  like  drowned  men's, 
That  lie  deep  waters  under. 

To  her  alike  my  tones  of  love 
And  distant  roll  of  thunder. 

Her  bloom  is  ominously  bright 

Corruption's  vivid  dye 
Paints  in  coarse  colours,  dark  and  bold, 

Tints  of  Mortality. 

She  has  no  odour  of  delight, 

The  sodden  scents  of  doom 
Cling  to  her  garments  and  bespeak 

The  tenant  of  the  Tomb. 

I  haunt  her  lonely  sepulchre 
And  curse  my  lingering  breath  ; 

I  claim  her  ashes  in  their  shroud 
And  hold  her  mine  in  death. 
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Cbe  Drowned  Wanner. 


Deep  in  the  Salt  sea  drift,  washed  by  the  tides 
Hie, 
For  shroud  the  tangled  weed,  for  dirge  the  curlew's 

cry. 
No  stone  to  mark  my  grave.     Who  sinks  afar  at  sea 
Takes   place   the    un sheeted    dead   among,   for   all 

Eternity. 
Wild  winds  engulfed  my  soul,  and  into  waters  dark, 
Full  many  a  fathom  down  I  went,  a  frozen  corpse 

and  stark. 
No  hallowed    earth   confines   my   bones,   I    swirl   in 

ocean  waste, 
Deep  moving  storms  forbid  my  rest,  from  depth  to 

shallow  chased. 
In  calmer  waters  cast  at  times,  my  sockets  upwards 

stare. 
The  living  sail  above  my  head  and  reck  not  what  is 

there. 
Great  ships  glide  by  and  shed  a  passing  deeper  gloom 
Would   I  could  rise  and  clutch  their  planks  to  seek 

a  drier  tomb. 
The  changing  currents  carry  me  where  hollow  echoes 

mock 
The  drowning  cries  of  shipwrecked  souls  in  black 

abyss  of  rock. 
And  still  I  drift  unsepulchred  in  waters  dense  and 

drear, 
A   wanderer   with  the  wandering  foam,  a  drowned 

mariner. 


ClK  Wild  Wbite  fiorses  oT  the  Sea, 


Fierce  winds  are  goading  furiously 
The  wild  white  horses  of  the  sea. 
With  tossing  mane  and  tangled  rein, 
Frothing  tj$ey  fret,  with  wrestling  wet, 
The  racing,  rearing  horses  of  the  sea. 

The  frantic  elements  behind  them  urge 
The  white-maned  multitude  that  surge, 
With  swelling  rank  in  rear  and  flank, 
And  snorting  neigh  of  dire  dismay, 
The  panic-stricken  horses  of  the  sea. 

By  tempests  tyrannously  lashed, 
Destroying,  to  destruction  dashed, 
Onward  they  charge  in  numbers  large. 
With  thundering  tread  of  waters  dread, 
The  tearing,  trampling  horses  of  the  sea. 

Closely  they  crowd  with  curling  crest, 
For  them  no  peace  nor  place  of  rest, 
Reckless  they  roam,  all  flecked  with  foam, 
Forever  chased  o'er  ocean  waste, 
The  hunted  herd  of  horses  of  the  sea. 

The  drifting  gales  relentless  mock 
The  flagging  of  the  frenzied  flock  : 
Resistless  force  without  remorse 
Impels  the  steeds,  nor  halting  heeds, 
The  champing,  chafing  horses  of  the  sea. 


Spring. 

Owild  Unrest!  Lean  on  the  heart  of  Spring, 
Draw  deep  her  odorous  breath, 
Hark  to  her  tones  of  ecstasy  that  ring 
No  minor  note  of  death. 

She  walks  unheeding  over  Autumn's  tomb, 

She  mourns  no  memory, 
She  mocks  Despair,  in  her  unconscious  doom 

Of  final  tragedy. 

Gaze  on  her  fleeting  phantasies  of  hue, 

Her  green,  her  azure  skies; 
Drug  sorrow  with  her  stars  and  midnight  dew, 

And  wind-swept  harmonies. 

Watch,  when  her  pale,  sulphurous  lamp  of  Night 
Transforms  the  slumbering  earth  ; 

Take  no  farewell.  Day's  hours  of  lingering  light 
Sink  to  another  birth. 

Oh,  while  she  blooms,  mourn  not  her  creeping  death, 

Incredible  and  chill, 
The  lonely  Vast  still  holds  the  moaning  breath 

Of  Winds  that  work  her  ill. 


Cbe  Deatb  of  Summer. 


Summer    is    dead!    and    through    the    tree-tops 
sighing, 
The  soft  airs  mourn  with  hushed  undertone. 
Her  corpse  is  yet  upon  the  green  earth  lying — 
O  cease  from  loud  lament  and  restless  moan ! 

^Autumn  shall  bury  her  in  ruddv  leaf-mould, 
,  -Xh§n  shriek,  ye  Elements,  and  wildly  rave  ; 
But  while  she  lies  inanimate  and  cold, 
O  hush  !  Weep  not  till  she  is  in  her  grave. 

Thou  happy  Spring  !  who  fled'st  before  the  finger, 
Of  pale  Decay  had  blanched  the  glowing  Year. 

Thou  gay,  ill-fated  Summer  !  lured  to  linger, 

Till  Autumn's  damp,  sere  hand  prepared  thy  bier. 

Come,  take  one  last  look  at  her  as  she  lies. 
So  beautiful,  before  Corruption's  breath 

Hath  paled  her  glorious  tint  or  dimmed  her  eyes. 
Summer,  farewell,  in  majesty  of  Death  ! 

Rough  winds,  ye  cannot  now  disturb  her  sleeping 
In  Earth's  vast  sepulchre,  dismantled,  drear. 

Sad  rains,  ye  cannot  with  your  wildest  weeping 
Recall  the  Spirit  of  the  vanished  Year. 

Winter  will  come  with  pallid  visage  wrinkled, 
And  hoar  beads  glistening  on  his  snowy  hair, 

To  freeze  in  ice-cold  drops  your  tears  besprinkled, 
And  wrap  the  world  in  iron-hound  Despair. 


IO 


Autumn. 


The  chill  mists  wrap  the  foliage  dun 
Of  the  Autumn  woods, 
The  fiery  disc  of  setting  sun 
In  greyness  broods. 

The  dead  leaves  rustle  in  the  rifts, 

O  mournful  sound ! 
Sere  tokens  of  the  year's  decay 

Upon  the  ground. 

Pale  Winter's  foot  is  faintly  heard 

Upon  the  hills. 
His  icy  finger's  chilly  touch 

Is  on  the  rills. 

The  Summer's  robe  of  leafy  green 
Gay  flowers  and  yellow  gorse, 

Is  folded  now  within  the  tomb 
About  her  corse. 

The  Spring's  glad  Day  hath  fled  away  ; 

To  the  deserted  year 
No  hopes  exist,  but  a  shroud  of  mist 

And  the  frost  that  binds  her  bier. 


II 


October. 


The  pageant  of  the  passing  year  has  faded  from 
the  sky, 
The   Autumn  blast,  has  blown  the  knell  of  Summer 

revelry  : 
The  earth  with  panic-stricken  haste  has  cast  her  gala 
*••*  green, 
She*fies  forlorn,  and  on  her  breast  the  marks  of  death 
are  seen. 

The  sounds  of  music  and  of  mirth  that  haunted  every 

glade 
Are  silent,  as  the  darkening  days  still  deepen  into 

shade. 
The  woods  are  strung  with  wilder  strains  of  parting 

and  despair, 
And  shed  their  leaves  upon  the  ground  to  cover  what 

was  fair. 

The  air  is  saddened  with  the  scent  of  beauty's  calm 

decay, 
The  falling  mists  enshroud  the  dawn,  and  dying,  of 

the  day, 
The  moaning  seas  with   vast   unrest  announce  the 

winter  born. 
While  Earth  sleeps  on  with  dead,  cold   heart.     She 

waits  another  morn. 
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Rope, 


The  world  sleeps  wan  in  shroud  of  winter  snow, 
The  night  falls  drearily  ; 
We  mourn  the  symbol  in  the  year  laid  low 

Of  Hope's  mortality. 
Bleak  is  the  wailing  of  the  hollow  blast 

That  wanders  wearily 
Luring  the  echoes  from  their  caverns  vast 
Of  wild  sea  monody. 

But  Break  of  Day  will  paint  the  murky  skies 

With  Dawn's  bright  heraldry, 
And  rouse  the  Earth  to  lift  her  mist-veiled  eyes 

To  Heaven's  pageantry. 
So  with  our  hopes  ;  our  dead,  lost  hopes,  the  same 

We  buried  bitterly. 
Our  dying  eyes  shall  see  the  Day  Star  flame 

Of  their  eternity. 


13 


Rest. 


I    rest  beneath  the  glory  of  the  moon, 
The  moor  is  grey  in  pallor  of  her  face. 
'  T4»e<night-winds  whisper  to  the  grass,  and  soon 
My  soul  is  wooed  from  pain  of  tim«  and  space. 

Away  from  measured  sorrow  to  the  vast 

Sad  burden  of  the  solitary  seas, 
Whose  desert  waste  of  lonely  waters  cast 

Their  mournful  sound  upon  the  wandering  breeze. 

O  clear,  still  night  !     O  stars  that  far  away, 
With  piercing  gaze  rebuke  the  pulse  of  pain, 

That  throbs  for  ever  in  the  lurid  day, 
But  in  thy  silent  grandeur  sinks  again. 

Eternal  voices,  as  the  night  grows  old 

Forsake  me  not.     When  lingering  shadows  wane 
In  lengthening  Eastern  light  and  Day  breaks  cold, 

Thy  Echoes  haunt  me,  and  I  rest  again. 


14 

0  Graue,  u)bere  is  tbp  Victory  ? 


Enshroud  me  and  coffin  me,  Seal  !  I  escape  you 
at  last. 
My  bones  are  your  portion.     I  soar  in  the  Ether, 

my  passage  the  Blast. 
I  am  free  as  the  wandering  waves  of  the  fathomless 

Sea, 
Whose  sound  of  unsatisfied  booming  speaks  solace 
to  me. 

The  Clouds  with  their  Moon-pallid  masses  in 
nebulous  race, 

Un-numbered  and  goal-less,  in  desert  of  wind- 
haunted  space 

Whirl  over  me,  casting  in  passing  a  shadow  of 
gloom, 

Over  the  gleaming,  sorrow-beseeming  blank  of  my 
tomb. 

The  Tempests  that   rave   from    the    North   to   the 

furthermost  West, 
Sweep    over  my  Sepulchre  void  ;  they  disturb  not 

my  Rest ; 
They  encompass  my  bodiless  Being,  they  shelter  my 

soul, 
I  find  peace  in  their  fury,  the  moan  of  the  desolate 

lost  in  the  Whole. 
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Wild  Storm,  with  your  grief-sodden  tears  on   the 

corpse-ridden  earth, 
Thou  bewilderest  the  heart  of  the  mourner,  in  Death 

is  our  Birth. 
Embodied,    I  tore  at  the  bondage  and  hell-bars  of 

pain,  ^ 

I  arise  from  the  grave  to  emerge  with  the  Waters, 

the  Wind  and  the  Rain. 

*     ■*■■* 
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o  rrcoon! 


Thou  witness  of  Heaven  !  O  circle  of  light  ! 
Thy  soul  calls  to  mine  on  the   breath  of  the 
Night. 
Pale  disc  in  dark  ether,  of  mystery  born, 
Thou  wilt  flicker  and  fade  at  the  break  of  the  Dawn. 

Thy  shadows  lie  deep  on  the  slumbering  sea, 
Whose  burden  of  sorrows  is  whispered  to  thee  ; 
Thy  orbit  is  fixed  in  immoveable  space, 
Unchallenged  thy  path  by  the  elements'  race. 

With  the  pallor  and  silence  of  death  on  thy  brow, 
O  passionless  dreamer,  of  what  dreamest  thou  ? 
Is  thy  being  eternal,  of  what  was  thy  birth, 
Is  thy  destiny  one  with  the  doom  of  the  Earth. 

The  weary  world  vanquished  and  sunk  into  space, 
Wilt  thou  scan  the  abyss  with  impassionate  face  ; 
In  the  lonely  Eternal  thy  radiance  had  birth, 
O  Moon,  art  thou  deaf  to  the  sob  of  the  Earth. 
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Che  Star  of  Rope. 


1     passed  through  a   Land  of  Enchantment, 
1   was  mocked  by  the  Echoes  of  Mirth, 
I  was  blind  with  the  glamour  of  Seeming, 
And  I  followed  the  revels  of  Earth. 

The  knell  of  the  Vanishing  Ages, 
".^   Tolled  ceaselessly  over  my  head, 
*  --^»t  I  laughed  with  the  love  of  the  Living, 
And  gave  not  a  thought  to  the  Dead. 

I  followed  a  phantom  of  Beauty, 

I   thought  it  had  substance  and  breath  ; 

I   knelt  at  the  stream  of  Delusion, 
And  drank  of  the  Waters  of  Death. 

I  poured  out  my  treasures  of  Passion, 
I  thought  that  my  idols  were  God, 

Till  I  saw  my  Life's  Love  in  corruption, 
And  hurried  it  under  the  Sod. 

But  the  star  of  a  far-away  Morning 
Is  glimmering  faint  through  the  night ; 

It  is  piercing  the   Mists  of  Sorrow 

And  the  Valley  of  Shadow,  with   Light. 

I  steadfastly  look  to  its  gleaming, 
To  strengthen  my  fear-stricken  soul, 

As  I   pass  through  the   Region  of  Darkness 
It  will  beckon  me  on  to  my  Goal. 
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£ong  #qo. 


Across  the  moor  the  mists  are  lying, 
Far  in  the  distance  sobs  the  sea, 
The  sycamores'  dark  tops  are  sighing — 
O  rapturous,  sad  memory. 

A  mass  of  yellow  gorse  is  blooming, 
Where  spotted  snakes  in  ambush  lie, 

Dark  thunder-clouds  around  are  looming — 
O  vision  !    haunt  me  till  I  die. 

Down  the  horizon  gleams  the  ocean, 
With  lonely  sails  against  the  sky  : 

The  grasses  wave  with  rustling  motion, 
The  moor's  eternal  lullaby. 

Low  in  the  hollow  stands  forsaken, 
With  melancholy  windows  wan, 

The  house  whose  phantom  echoes  waken 
No  more  to  voice  or  step  of  man. 

Gone  are  the  feet  that  trod  its  spaces, 
Silent  the  sounds  that  lent  it  mirth  : 

Vanished  are  all  familiar  faces 

In  distant  lands  or  mouldering  earth. 

The  rooks  that  round  the  chimneys  nutter, 
With  sad  tones  cawing  overhead, 

For  whom  their  lamentations  utter  ? 
Those  who  remember,  or  the  Dead  ? 
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In  Memory 


Under  a  scorching  Eastern  sun. 
Where  tropic  branches  wave. 
*"  Lies  desolately  tenanted 
A  little  lonely   grave. 

Its  occupant  was  all  the  world 

To  me,  of  bright  or  fair  ; 
It  held  me  thralled  upon  the  earth, 

It  holds  me  coffined  there. 

Long  Summers'  suns  have  burnt  the  sods 

That  hid  it  from  my  gaze, 
But  sun  nor  moon  can  ever  pierce 

The  darkness  of  my  days. 

The  boundless  ocean  rolls  between 
My  soul's  lost  Hope  and  me, 

But  pain  is  fathomless  and  like 
The  Vastness  of  the  Sea. 
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Che  Silent  Brotherhood. 


Wk  stood  together,  he  and  I, 
On  a  brilliant  night  of  stars. 
Our  destinies  o'ershadowed  both 
By  the  dreary  planet  Mars. 

We  spoke  of  many  a  passing  thing 
With  a  veil  between  our  souls, 

And  a  dumb  resistance  mutely  borne 
For  the  hardness  of  our  goals. 

With  the  bond  of  Brotherhood  between 

We  yet  were  severed  wide, 
For  the  Fellowship  which  might  have  been 

In  silence  long  had  died. 

The  winter  shadows  of  the  trees 

Lay  black  about  our  feet  ; 
To  the  echo  of  the  far-off  seas 

Our  hearts  together  beat. 

We  felt  the  glory  of  the  night 
With  the  wind  upon  our  brow, 

And  each  of  the  Future  vaguely  thought, 
But  only  spoke  of  Now. 
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for  we  knew  that  the  hour  by  Fate  decreed 

Brought  an  early  call  to  each, 
But  the  silence  of  years  was  like  a  spell 

That  forbade  the  power  of  speech. 

The  light  of  Venus  cast  a  track 
On  the  waterS^dark  beneath  ; 
Shall  light  not  greater  yet  illume 
*— ^   The  hopelessness  of  Death  ? 


a2 

memories. 


BY  Memory's  flickering  lamp  forlorn 
My  sleepless  eyes  still  backward  gaze  . 
I  chase  the  fleeting  voice  and  mutely  mourn 
The  vanished  scenes  of  by-gone  days. 

Can  I  forget  the  dull  and  distant  booming 

Of  sullen,  heaving  Autumn  seas : 
The  wilderness's  hectic  blooming, 

The  dying  glory  of  the  trees. 

I  listen  to  the  bitter-hearted  wail 

Of  driven  winter  storms  upon  the  pane, 

The  moaning  fury  of  the  rising  gale, 
The  beating  onslaught  of  the  rain. 

I  mark  the  wind-swept  beauty  of  the  Spring, 
The  brilliant  creeping  green  in  quarry  grey, 

Once  more  I  hear  the  phantom  echoes  ring 
Long  since  in  silence  died  away. 

I  stand  enthralled  to  watch  the  rise  and  wane 
On  yellow  moonlit  nights  the  trees  beneath, 

The  ghostly  gleaming  shed  o'er  moor  and  plain, 
A  shroud  on  Autumn's  beaded  breath. 

In  black  relief  against  the  filmy  pall 
Are  forked  nests  in  weird  branches  bare  : 

Discordant  caws  at  lonely  footstep's  fall 
Harshly  vibrate  upon  the  air. 
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I  hear  the  wayward,  wandering,  midnight  breeze, 
Whispering  forever  in  the  sycamores, 

I  hear  the  far-off  answer  of  the  seas 
Breaking  upon  remorseless  shores. 

Oh,  mocking  memories  of  the  haunting  years, 
Oh,  friend  and  foe  long  since  in  dust  embraced, 

Down  fading  vistas,  blurred  with  falling  tears, 
I'Strive  to  grasp  realities  effaced. 
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Cbe  moor  is  Wild. 


The  moor  is  wild,  the  mist  hangs  low- 
Over  the  sullen  sea ; 
And  now  I  roam  afar  alone, 
Where  once  I  roamed  with  thee. 

And  still  before  me  in  the  fog 

I  hear  thy  baying  hollow, 
I  sight  thy  phantom  luring  on, 

And  eagerly  I  follow, 

But  heavy,  heavy  is  the  sod, 

My  tired  footsteps  falter — 
That  thou  art  dead,  thy  bones  are  dust. 

Nor  man,  nor  God  can  alter. 

Oh,  happy,  happy  was  the  moor, 
Where  once  with  joy  we  flaunted, 

And  now  I  wander  with  Despair 
And  find  the  place  is  haunted. 
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In  lllcmorp. 

(Dawn,  July  5th,   1899). 


O   Faithful  Friend,  for  thee  I  mourn  through 
all  my  lonely  days, 
Since  Fate  with  dreary  voice  proclaimed  the  parting 

*af  our  ways  ; 
But  tune,  nor  space,  nor  sorrow,  nor  the  impotence 

of  tears, 
Can  ever  blur  thy  memory  in   my  passage  of  the 
years. 

Thy  mournful  gaze   of   dumb    appeal    bespoke    a 

prescience  drear 
I  could  not  soothe,  for  well  I  knew  thy  dying  hour 

drew  near, 
With  the  helplessness  of  finite  woe  I  watched  thee 

o'er  the  line, 
Where  glazing  eyes  grow  dim,  and  thine  no  longer 

answered  mine. 

,  I  laid  thee  in  dead  majesty  beneath  the  tangled  sod, 
The  God  thy  life  that  stricken  hath,  is  mine,  if  there 

be  God  ; 
I  never  knew  a  faith  like  thine,  a  faith  that  could  not 

fail, 
Before  thy  silent  constancy  our  fickle  passions  pale. 


26  IN    MEMORY. 

The  fir-cones  fall  upon  thy  grave  in  the  shadow  of 

the  wood, 
No  path  goes  near  the  solitude  we  once  together 

trod  ; 
With   a  dirge  of  moaning   wind  o'erhead,  through 

growth  of  weed  and  bough, 
My  spirit  haunts  thy  resting-place  till  I  lie  low  as 

thou. 
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In  l  Rem  or  p. 

June  26th  and  27th. 


The  spirit  of  the  winter  storms 
Will  moan  above  thy  head, 
And  Autumn  rains  persistent  soak 
Into  thy  rocky  bed. 

"The  leaves  that  flaunted  in  the  breeze 
Now  mingle  with  the  sod, 
Where  thou  and  all  the  Host  of  Dead 
Await  the  trump  of  God. 

The  ghostly  shadows  of  the  Night 

Flit  pale  amid  the  gloom, 
Like  wraiths  of  pain  that  silent  mourn 

The  mystery  of  the  tomb. 

They  flee  before  the  early  Dawn 

That  lightens  in  the  skies, 
No  Dawn  can  pierce  the  dark,  dead  earth 

Wherein  thy  Body  lies. 

I  cannot  hear  the  Voice  of  Hope 

That  calls  to  my  dull  brain, 
I  look  around  and  see  the  World 

A  sepulchre  of  pain. 
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America* 

January,   1904. 


Ilook  towards  the  sullen  North 
Over  a  waste  of  snow, 
And  weave  from  out  the  wilderness 
The  scenes  of  long  ago. 

The  billowy  masses  are  the  waves 

Upon  a  far-offshore, 
Where  sea-birds  scream  and  waters  gleam, 

But  I  shall  tread  no  more. 

The  wind,  with  a  wierd  and  piercing  voice, 

Is  the  Siren  of  my  soul ; 
I  am  lulled  in  dreams  by  an  icy  breath 

From  the  regions  of  the  Pole. 

When  it  wanders  mournfully  through  the  trees, 

With  their  gaunt  and  frozen  form, 
I  hear  the  sound  of  the  surging  seas 

In  the  teeth  of  the  rising  storm. 

If  the  moon  shines  bright  on  the  snowfields  white, 

I  picture  a  moorland  plain, 
A  shadow  black  is  the  turfy  track 

I  shall  never  press  again. 
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From  the  rattling  boughs  in  their  icy  sheet, 

Shivering,  bleak  and  bare, 
I  imagine  the  beat  of  a  horse's  feet 

Echoing  on  the  air. 

The  hollow  tones  of  a  stranger's  hound 

On  the  night  like  a  bugle  fall, 
And  I  think  of  my*  own  within  the  ground 

Who  are  deaf  to  my  yearning  call. 

'  F£>r-«nevermore  shall  they  follow  me, 
The  companions  of  long  ago 
Are  intangible  as  the  Phantom  Sea 
That  I  paint  on  the  dreary  snow. 

1  am  comradeless  in  a  lonely  clime, 
And  the  graves  are  beyond  the  ocean, 

Of  the  Hopes  that  I  cherish  not  in  Time 
Till  I  see  the  dead  in  motion. 

O  solemn  silences  of  snow  ! 

In  your  solitudes  I  find 
A  fantasy,  while  chill  winds  blow, 

To  mock  my  haunted  mind. 
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Che  €nch 


yWV  y  haunt  is  a  desolate  graveyard, 
/       V         Where  I  wander  'mid  monuments  grey, 
Gaunt  emblems  in  gathering  darkness 
Foreshadowing  the  close  of  the  day. 

These  precincts  were  erewhile  a  garden, 
Where  I  basked  with  the  sun  overhead, 

The  ground  is  now  weed  grown  and  tangled, 
And  I  walk  in  the  realm  of  the  Dead. 

Sometimes  by  a  quivering  moonbeam 

I  decipher  a  name  on  a  stone, 
For  here  lie  the  long-lost  companions 

Who  deserted  me  one  by  one. 

Some  slabs  there  are  marking  the  ashes 
Of  Passion,  and  Sorrow,  and  Mirth ; 

Not  all  of  the  tenants  had  bodies 

In  their  hollows  down  under  the  earth. 

Here  I  buried  my  Ardour  and  Idol, 
Here  perished  my  Hope  and  my  Love, 

They  sleep  a  monotonous  slumber 
Undisturbed  by  my  footsteps  above. 

And  now  they  all  mingle  together, 

Intangible,  passionless,  cold, 
I  remain  in  a  chill  isolation, 

Disillusioned,  forsaken,  and  old. 
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The  marbles  are  moss-grown  and  sloping 

Away  from  the  blasts  of  the  West. 
Rank  grasses  are  mournfully  shrouding 

The  skeletons  taking  their  rest. 

The  stars  in  their  infinite  splendour 

Pierce  the  blackness  and  mystery  of  Night, 

I  lament  far  below  in  t"he  shadows, 

And  my  soul  is  not  reached  by  their  light. 

I  am  .ujocked  by  an  uncertain  glimmer, 

Like  a  will-o'-the-wisp  in  the  gloom, 
It  is  only  the  lantern  of  Memory 

That  plays  on  each  mouldering  tomb. 

America,  1904. 
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After, 


Forlornly  dead  and  mutely  lying  low, 
Think  not  of  me  as  sadly  sleeping  so, 
With  vacant,  dreamless,  unimpassioned  face, 
For  ever  prisoned  in  a  measured  space. 

I  do  not  need  your  pity  in  my  bed 

By  mould  encased  ;   a  tombstone  at  my  head, 

For  fetterless  my  soul  has  found  its  birth 

And  passport  to  the  utmost  regions  of  the  earth. 

I  search  the  secrets  of  the  Southern  Seas, 
Where  coral  reefs,  surf-fretted  by  the  breeze, 
Surround  with  crimson  edge  those  isles  of  Palm, 
With  shores  for  ever  lulled  in  tropic  calm. 

I  wander  where  the  red  Aurora  glows 
With  fire  upon  the  pale,  eternal  snows, 
By  some  far,  soundless,  foamless  Polar  Sea, 
Ice-locked  through  all  the  frozen  years  to  be. 

I  penetrate  the  Desert's  Wilderness 
Where  Man  is  not ;  but  solemn  silences 
That  give  no  echo  back  for  evermore 
To  murmuring  Oceans  on  their  outer  shore. 
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I  haunt  wild  Mountain  Passes  where  the  sod 
Springs  heavenward  and  fades  by  foot  untrod. 
Or  hover  over  trackless  waters  wide 
Where  moons  unseen  ordain  the  changing  tide. 

And  in  the  solitude  of  star-lit  skies, 

Where  distant  worjds  in  unknown  splendour  rise, 

With  freedom  infinite  I  take  my  flight 

far  beyond  Earth's  last,  lone,  unshadowed  height. 

Tlie'sfeely  radiance  of  Planet's  gleam 
Can  blind  me  not,  nor  piercing  Solar  beam, 
For  with  immortal  rapture  I  can  probe 
The  desolate  glory  of  the  furthest  Globe. 

America,  1904. 
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J\  Requiem. 

(Tintagel  Ghurehyard). 


The  fitful  night  winds  o'er  me  blow, 
Soft  falls  a  pall  of  fleecy  snow, 
I  feel  them  not  for  I  lie  low. 

Fierce  whirl  the  gales  of  winter  born, 
Cold  breaks  the  glimmering  of  the  dawn, 
But  I  sleep  sound  in  tomb  forlorn. 

Hoarse  cry  the  sea-birds  overhead, 
In  stormy  light  of  sunset  red  ; 
I  hear  them  not,  for  I  am  dead. 

The  elements  tempestuous  rave, 
The  breakers  boom  in  ocean  cave, 
But  I  lie  rigid  in  my  grave. 

The  summers  roll  relentless  round, 
Parching  the  turf  upon  the  mound 
That  marks  the  dead  within  the  ground. 

By  night  my  headstone  whitely  gleams, 
In  the  pale  moon's  impassive  beams; 
I  slumber  on,  bereft  of  dreams. 

The  night-damp  drips  with  stealthy  fall. 
Like  mourner's  tears  upon  a  pall, 
For  spirits  passed  beyond  recall. 
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The  tower  bell,  mournful,  as  of  old, 
Calls  wanderers  within  the  fold, 
I  heed  it  not  in  churchyard  mould. 

The  sobbing  rains  upon  my  tomb, 
Where  campion  and  the  sea-pink  bloom, 
In  unison  lament  my  doom. 

►'^ 

The  eternal  stars  in  quietude, 
^\'ith  midnight  majesty  imbued, 
Look  down  upon  my  solitude. 

Oh,   Life  !  with  quenchless  longing  curst ; 
Oh,  Death,  with  burning,  unslaked  thirst ; 

Oh,  Destiny  ! 
For  evermore  I  lie  secure 

In  coffined  custody. 
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